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# The Only Christian Armenian Girl to

Escape at Last from the Murdering
Turks and Kurds and the Wicked
Harems of the Sultan's Bloodtl:irsty Ofﬁcull

 _ Reveals, for the First Time, the Details of the
|  Wholesale Massacres and Seizure of Thousands
of Young Women, Which She Witnessed

“This was a favorite pastime of the

the Euphrates. They had commanded the girl to

quietly, and she had fought them. To punish her
ber that way and tortured her. Her screams amused them greatly.”

screams From the other

side. Once the Zaptieths on

the raft taking them across broke

intoc a lond guffaw. The oarsmen

steered the raft so as to eseape two float-

ing objects, and it was thess which amused

the Zaptieths. Mrs. Roth looked and saw the

bodies of two of her girls floating down the river from
where the sereams came.

““Look—look there’ shouted a laughing Zaptieth;
“two more Christians!”’

On the other side Mrs. Roth found those who were
left of her sixty or more pupils—only seventeen. Their
lives were saved only becsuse the Zaptieths and soldiers
had not gotten around to them yet. They were, too, the
least pretty of the orig-
inal party. Mrs. Roth
took them all back to
Malatia, where the Vali
insisted that she house
them. They were liv-
ing there in constant
fear of being taken
away again when I was
taken from the city.

It was said by those
who knew while I was
kept in Malatia that
Mrs. Roth refused to
receive Eimen Effendi
when the German con-
sular agent called upon
her after her return
with her surviving pu-

flsa It is said Mrs.
th sent word to him
that she was no longer

for water we were spat a
Turks would ecall them to

away. and each day

into the city.

-

e i
Eg?%’i %g

among the other refugees. I went into the street at night
and went from place to place where the exiles were
herded Nowhereé ¢ould I find familiar faces—the people
of my own eity.

When morning came I conld not find my way back
to the building I had left. Morning comes guickly in the
midst of the plains, and soon it was light, and ]I was in a
part of the city where there*were no refugees.

The streets of Malatia are very narrow, and there are
few byways My bare feet were tired from walking
about through the night on cobblestones and pavements,

I felt very old and worn gut—not as if I really were but
little over fourteen. Byt I knew I would soon be earried
into one of these Turkish houses and lost, perhaps forever,
if soldiers or Turkish gendarmes should cateh me st large.
I hid in a little areaway.

Suddenly I realized that I was hugging the walls of &

had heard so much of the wonderful eountry it repre-
sented. I have learned to love it now, because I, too, have
' it.
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“You will not take her. You have ne
must leave this house.

L4

have nothing to do with
my life. You dare not
" said thé lady, Then the Turks,

5

his wife, who was ill, to
pt the American flag flying
e had tried to persuade the
-the refugees, but could do

gave me breakfast and bandaged my
comfort me. 1 told her how I had
and she promised to help me find my mother’s
it were near by. Miss McLaine had been & pupil
. Clarence Ussher, the noted American missionary
surgeon, of New York, and Mrs. Ussher, ‘both of whom
were famous throughout Armenia for their defianee of the
Turks and their kindnesses to our people during the
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telling me of her, that very day, Mrs. Ussher was killed
at Van.

Late that day a sauad of soldiers came from the
Mutassarif to the consul’s house and demanded of Miss
MecLaine that ‘‘the girl she was hiding’’ be given up to
them. Miss McLaine again refused to surrender me.

Dr. Clarence D, Ussher, of New York, the
Famous American n, Who Was
in Turkey When Massacres
Began, and Who Earned the
Love of Armemans for His
Defrance of the Turks.

Armenian Refugees in the Streets of Malatia, Waiting to Be Taken Into

the Deserts Beyond the Town.

Nearly All Were Killed.

When Miss McLaine returned she was erying. The
soldiers came with her. The Mutassarif had said I must
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volleys of bullets.

That afternoon soldiers visited all the camps of refu.
gees and the houses in which they were quartered and
took all children more than five yearsold. I think there
must have been eight or nine thousand of these. The
soldiers eame even to the house in which T was with the
““turned’’ Armenians, and despite the promises of the
Vali took all our boys and girls When mothers held
onta their little ones and begged for them the soldiers
would beat them off with rifle butts. “‘If they die now
your God won't be troubled by having to look after them
till they grow up,” the soldiers said—and always with a
brutal laugh.

They took the children to the edge of the city, where*
a band of Aghja Daghi Kurds were waiting. Here the
soldiers gave the children into the keeping of the Kurds,
who drove them off toward the Tokma-Su River, just out-
side the city. The Kurds drove the little ones like a floek
of sheep. When a little boy or little girl fell and eouldn’t
walk any further, or eried for mother and father until
they were too weak to march, the Kurds would ride over
them with their horses and mash them to death. At the
river banks they drove all the little boys into the river,
The larger girls, those from 8 to 10 or 11 years, they took
aside, and then the rest of the girls were thrown into the
river. The larger ones were taken into the hiils to be sold
to farmers or raised by the Kurds themselves to be sold as
slaves later.

That night all the refugees in Malatia were told they
would be put on the read for Diyarbekir to-morrow. All
night long the soldiers ran wild among them, all restraint
being thrown aside. The soldiers had orders, they said,
to kill all the aged women and the sick ones. Some
soldiers came into the house where my company was and
picked out twenty-nine women who were very old and
who had been helped along on the road by their daughters
or younger relatives. They killed these where they found
them, and left their bodies for us to carry out of the house,

Three soldiers had massacred so many women their
clothes were dripping with blood, and they were proud
of this. They dipped their hands in the blood of the
women they killed and playfully slapped each other in
the face, laughing gayly at the red marks their fingers leff,

In the morning all the refugees were ordered to take
the road. My company, the “turned” Armenians, were
put at the head of the column. We were to be protected,
the soldiers said, by the Vali's command, and so were to
bave a special guard of soldiers with us. No soldiers
were sent with the rest of the companies—Kurds waited
at the outskirts of the city to take the place of the usug?

soldier escort.
{Continied Newt Gundap)




